25-Searching for Mickey 


In the last of twilight, a sedan jounces over a wet 
blacktop flanked by pines. Its headlights project a weak yellow 
cone which leaps and plunges, hammered at the edges by black 
tree trunks. 

The car plows uphill through bushes and piles of brush, 
twigs snapping and screeching—the screeching echoing even after 
a pile of lumber and brush bangs out both headlights and the car 
stops. The rear wheels spin to whining purple blurs, flinging 
black fragments of bark which float slowly down into the smoke 
from the tires. 

The driver is barely visible over the broken branches piled 
up on the windshield. He rests his head on the steering wheel 
for a few seconds, then suddenly flings open his door and 
stumbles out. Almost immediately he is running though the icy 


ruts of the road, his panting and wheezing nearly in the same 
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register as the still-squealing tires. He turns off the road by 
leaping a ditch, knees buckling, his whole body slowly sinking. 

But he recovers, gasping, rushing towards a widening gray- 
black snowfield which climbs up to a thick belt of frosty 
conifers. 

The running spreads his body, throwing his leg and arms 
wide, and he skids and then collapses just before he reaches the 
inner forest, stopping abruptly to sink, his shirt a white- 
purple smudge against the afterglow. 

Another person materializes, a small man fussing with a 
pipe, which he finally tamps down and then lights, the flareup 
revealing his tiny face, laughing and grooved and quizzical. 

In his red and black checked shirt he resembles a child in 
oversized clothes. 

“So? I think you Mickey daddy! Almost get here, hey Mickey 
daddy? I don’t know big hurry, but you get here almost, hey?” 
He chuckles and puffs, he splotch of fire in the bowl of the 
pipe flaring, the car ticking away, branches screaming on its 
hood when the rear swings slightly and the tires whine even 
more, the car still in gear. When the small man extends his 
hand, Sarge collapses again. 


He comes to wrapped in ragged quilts on a cot by a keg 
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stove, a red hot patch near the pipe holding a blue enamel 
coffee pot “Hey, you okay? I open door. Like fuckin Miami 
Beach! The small man kicks the door open further. “Goddamn! 
There! 

Frenchy breathe. But, maybe you still cold?” And he snatches a 
huge overcoat from a wooden peg and throws it over Sarge. “Here! 
That Canadian army . Hey! You big like fuckin bear! But this 
coat got no those things on sleeve, you know? How you say?” 

“Stripes.” 

“Yeah, I tell you, you fuckin private now, little private 
in wrong army I think so.” 

Sarge blinks in surprise that his voice comes out so thick 
in the overheated air: “I’ve been..worse screw-ups. And I’m not 
dead.” 

“Not unless hell have lot of beer.” A tiny network of red 
and blue veins flickered around Frenchy’s gray eyes. 

Sarge raised himself on an elbow, fell back. “God, what 
now?” 

“We worry after steak and potato and fuckin dozen brew.” 

“No objection. Thanks. Say? How the hell you carry me?” 

“Hey Mickey Daddy, I most of time like at fuckin moose I 


shoot, then..how you say?” Frenchy mimed tugging, in front of 
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newspapers and Playboy Centerfolds tacked up behind him on the 
cabin wall. 

“Dragged me? You’re stronger than you look.” 

“Hey I live here with fuckin bear, fuckin moose. I get 
strong like them. And snow make more easy the drag.” 

“Well thanks again. You should’ve let me die.” 

“Yeah, but instead I think Frenchy throw steak on pan.” 

Sarge shrugs under the covers. “Good! Almost dying makes 
you goddamn fuckin hungry. Thirsty too. This is about fifth time 
I almost bought it, but it’s first time without no help from any 
fuckin Kraut or Jap or Gook.” 

Frenchy, bemused, tosses pinches of salt into a huge frying 
pan, but finally lifting his small eyes to Sarge. “This time 
help from fuckin Canuck, hey? I know someday you come see 
Frenchy, Sarge. I know long time about you. I talk many time, 
Mickey. Saint Mickey I think so! And even other son Jack too, I 
talk. Fuckin Jack! He so full of shit!” 

“My two sons. Good boys, but different.” Sarge is sitting 
up on the cot, the old overcoat sliding to the floor, and 
Frenchy kicking it under the cot to get it away from the stove. 
Sarge is shaking his head. “I wasn’t coming to see you or 


anybody else. That’s the fuckin weird part of it. When..when Jack 
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wasn’t in his cabin, or in town, I just went nuts. All of my 
fuckin life adding up to minus zero in a bad movie, where all 
the lousy scenes jump in and out in seconds! I thought I was 
high-tailing out to the states when the road just ended. Ended!” 

“Hey this fuckin woods! Not fuckin States!” 

“Anyway, that’s when something..went in me. Clicked off. If 
I could’ve gotten that car out of that pile out there, I’d run 
into the next tree at 75 miles an hour. Ah what the hell, 
they’re all too little anyway. Couldn’t kill me, unfortunately.” 

Frenchy lights two Rothschilds and gives one to Sarge. 
“Thanks. And when I knew I was stuck in that pile of crap. Then... 
well I thought I would run and run and run. Just run till I just 
dropped and died. Crazy, I guess.” 

“Hey I go crazy fifty time fuckin year!” Frenchy bangs the 
skillet down on the small stove and nudges the blue Coffee pot 
until it hangs over the edge. 

Sarge grips his knees and rocks slightly. “I went though 
hell up here before with Mickey, trying to get him to come home 
to his mother. And then I hear he’s dead. And then they can’t 
find his body..and they can’t find his body. Christ! Tricky 
currents in the lake, or some horseshit.” 


Exhibiting a huge steak to Sarge, Frenchy comments, 
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“Oh yeah? She like old wife to me, that lake. I know her tricks 
you bet your...” He throws the steak on the pan and it smokes and 
Sizzles: “..ass!” 

“And then it’s Jack up here. My other son! And I’ve gotta 
go through the same shit again! For their mother! Bring them 
home! And the lectures from both! I never did a fucking thing 
right, I guess. Both Mickey and Jack preaching to me. Jesus 
Christ, Frenchy. I’m just a simple soldier!” 

Frenchy shakes the long handle of the fry pan vigorously, 
his small body vibrating. “I just got daughter, Sarge, and she 
talk me worse than that! Your Jack..he got tricks too, I think 
so.” 

He goes out the open door with Sarge calling after him, 

“T just want Mickey home, his body, for his mother.” 

Frenchy returns with two already popped-open beers. “you 
Know, Sarge, I see your headlights two..mile ago and I start 
walk. French, he know old woodpile stop you. You know, car still 
run down dere? Tick, tick, tick. I guess heat over pretty quick 
and shut up.” 

Sarge is staring at the beer can. “I don’t know what 


happened to Jack. Disappeared. Said he had to pray.” 


“Shit! He pray, shit.” Frenchy is pouring half his beer 
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over the steak, the ensuing clouds of steam obscuring him except 
for a red smudge of hunting shirt. “That sonabitch! I know where 
he go pray, you bet your ass. He go early morning for see other 
empty head in woods. They pray, but take off first the pants!” 
The steam thins and Sarge can see Frenchy pointing to his own 
head and Laughing at his joke. 

“Someone in the woods?” 

“Yeah they pray together, those two. Jack very—how you say? 
—religion man. Hah! Your Jack he not like Mickey? He bullshit!” 

Sarge drinks absently, then the comment registers. 

“No, that’s for sure. But who is this...? 

“Is saint, Mickey. From inside come everything I swear to 
Christ. Like fuckin light! You know what I mean, Sarge? English 
hard work!” 

“Hard to see him that way when you wiped his little ass.” 

“And I tell you other thing, Sarge. I see the day he..I show 
you tomorrow. Down there and Mickey’s boat there. I see from 
up here. Like all clouds..boil and wind swing and trees, they..go 
wrong way in bad wind. And all black and air go..suck! 

“Lake fuckin ocean with big fucker waves! And I see 
Mickey’s boat and it go...” quickly turning over his hand, red 


from the heat of the stove “over! Little boat go down real fast. 
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I yell, by Christ I yell! But nobody down there! But then 
Russell, he got cabin cruiser with big goddamn Volvo engines and 
he get that big fucker out there and look. But, no Mickey, no 
boat. Nothing, Sarge. Nothing.” 

“No Mickey.” Sarge has slumped forward, his hand to his 
forehead.” 

While jabbing the steak with a rusted fork, French yells 
over its spurting, “Hey, Sarge! Frenchy find Mickey. 
Not tomorrow. Next day after. Goddamn scuba guys from city come 
three times, five, I don’t know. They don’t know shit. 
You and me find. Lots of storms after Mickey, he, I don’t know 
you say. Go way down water.” 

“Drowned.” The word stops them a minute. The steak pops. 

Now, Frenchy blinks, whispering “Okay, you catch one boy. 


To Mama back. Other one too crazy for love.” 


What flashes to Sarge’s mind once again: brightly colored 
boxes and tipped-over bottles. She stares at the phone banging 
against the just-washed tiles of that kitchen. “Vi?” His own 


shattered, groping voice. 


“Colors to smash your eyes out!” whispers Sarge. 
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“Some she make pretty, my girl, but, anyways, Frenchy, he 
know where he look in lake and don’t need no fuckin flipper on 
foots! Or fuckin airtank neither. Hey Sarge!” and he rummages in 
a corner, throwing off copies of Hockey News until he comes up 
with a pile of boards, paintings managing to be both raw and 
overdelicate. 

“You like picture. I got whole shitload. Flowers. My 
daughter make. I give you!” 

“T’Ll take one when I go. I think Jack got one on his 
wall.” And he could see the painted bee, large as a baby’s fist. 
Frenchy held one up, a smear of pansies with the requisite bee. 
“Nice, I’ll take that one. It’s too bad about Mickey! He was a 
beautiful painter but stopped when he came up here.” 

“My daughter, she does this shit. Maybe I think so, big 
fuckin bee bite her ass one time!” Frenchy sprinkles beer on the 
steaks, then slaps his head. “She got no brains neither, Sarge. 
That’s why she marry your Jack next year. I got all fixed. 

They have honeymoon now, in woods. Frenchy dumb but dumb like 
fox, you know, Sarge?” 

“T certainly do.” 

“Two papas huh? How you say, in the laws?” 


“Fathers-in-law.” Sarge looks for a handhold on the cot to 
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push himself up. “I should get down to that car.” 

“Hey fuck the car! I walk tomorrow inn, phone them take 
that piece of shit away. I know asshole Roger rents cars. 

He look like girl, Sarge, and got cock down by knee. I no 

shit you. And talk like girl and walk like girl! Why God waste 
like that? He fold four time get in pants, Sarge. I shit you 
not. 

“But break his fuckin head one time. Frenchy, he come back 
from hunting, and wife—you know Frenchy’s wife, Louise? Own 
inn?” 

“Yes, of course. Louise.” 

“She goddamn strong woman. Like bear. Like Sarge. But this 
time she cry and cry. Marie, she bring home Roger and live with 
him in room like fuckin tourist! For two night. And this big 
strong Mama she don’t know what to do! So she cry and cry. This 
big strong Mama she don’t know..so she cry. Jesus Christ!” 

“T think you knew what to do.” 

“Bet your ass, Sarge. I get pool stick from Alan, postman, 
before he..push at shot, and I get in there, room, this fuckin 
Roger in Bikini under..thing and I say, “You fuck my daughter I 
break your fuckin head. And smash him good one, Sarge, on head, 


in middle fuckin girl’s hair. He..blink blink blink and scream 
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and jump like fuckin frog. And then he jump out widow and run 
and jump in lake. Frenchy too, but hit more before lake too. And 
my big boots get with water and I keep hit that sonabitch till 
my boot get more fill up water, and Frenchy almost drownded. 
Excuse Frenchy for say word, Sarge.” 

Frenchy hit himself in the head with a stick of firewood. 
"Me thick, hey Sarge? Anyway he swim, that bastard Roger, to 
Sisters’ Island, long fuckin way. I show you where he swim, long 
fuckin way. Not tomorrow but next day. We take easy, Sarge, 
drink beer. You rest, Frenchy catch fish. Hey you laugh! Just 
like stupid movie in French and English, huh, me and fuckin 
Roger? Biggest dick in Canada—that’s where I should hit, not 
head. After, I laugh too, but not Louise. Then, Frenchy live out 
here in the woods. And I forget tell you, Sarge, Marie, she 
scream out window..I’m whacking asshole Roger. Never she want see 
papa no more after ‘uncivilized performance.’ My little Marie I 
wipe her snot a lot times you bet ass. Well, she go woods and 
make picture after, so people in village no laugh at her. Louise 
stay at inn and nobody want Frenchy. 

“Hey what fuck care? I got plenty food, beer. Radio for 
hockey game and Metropolitan opera. Frenchy, he no—singing but 


love fuckin opera, Sarge. So not all time animal-man! Frenchy no 
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Live without opera! Hey Marie, she get all fuckin shithead 
ideas. 
She go college. Keene State in New Hampshire. Frenchy family all 
mix, French, Canadian, American. Louise, she fuckin maniac 
from Maine. And Marie, no more my daughter she say. I tell you 
already, she make little flower picture, most time not garden...?” 

“Wildflowers?” 

“Yeah, her and your Jack in woods. Wildflowers I think so! 
Both. But shut up, Frenchy! He say everything five time, 
I think so!” 

“No. Please.” Sarge leans forward on thc cot, rubbing his 
knees. “Keeps me from getting even more depressed.” 

“Okay. So when I see Jack first I say hah! I walk hour to 
get whole bunch picture. Marie, she hit and hit Frenchy, but I 
get anyway. I get your Jack in here and let him pick. He take 
just one, even bigger fuckin bee than I show you, like 
baseball! I tell you, Sarge, that fucker sting your dick you 
scream 
one week! But next day he walk out see Marie. Next year Sarge 
come back for wedding of empty heads!” 

“It'd be my third trip!,” sighs Sarge, “But a pleasant one 


at last.” 
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“So Sarge, drink beer and eat and don’t get no heart 
attack. We be like your Jack. No worry and talk shit all day. 
You know, he chop wood for me. He chop nothing, Frenchy swear to 
Christ. I say Jack just cut the fuckin wood! And let Jesus take 
the break! But I give him two case beer and shitload wood. I 
think I cook this here steak more, thick mother!” 

“Yeah him and Jesus gotta do it together!” 

“T think you make up holy things about work in the states 
‘cause you all the time get fucked there. We don’t put up with 
that shit up here, Sarge. We got lakes, we got fish, you want 
meat, go shoot. We work in factory here and they pull shit like 
in the states, we throw fuckin wrench into big machine. Maybe 
five guys same time. I mean five wrench. Each one do. Accident. 
Hey, Frenchy go to town for working and boss is prick, it’s au 
revoir. You come live here Sarge! We don’t put up with shit like 
in States. 

“Land of the free, The U. S., Frenchy. Maybe your eyesight 
a bit off?” 


“For rich guy, maybe I think so. He free to tell you how 
far 


up ass you get it. Land of fucked I think so. Sorry, Sarge. But 
never mind Frenchy. His mama say he borned, and mouth come out 


TLFSt” 
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“Well anyway, I thank you. Jack needs all the help he can 
get. But..ten years from now he’Ll be a different guy, I think. 
I hope.” 

“Hey, my Marie help, you bet your ass! First thing she help 
from pants, him. My Marie, she one goddamn woman I tell you.” 

“She sounds it. They can do what they’re gonna and bullshit 
each other’s ears off. You know, though, I do have to get to the 
Inn, phone his mother.” 

“Hey you stay here for get better! Your two boys my friend, 
you my friend. I don’t give shit for nothing, Sarge! You get too 
crazy, I find crazy women in village.” 

Sarge leans back to let his shoulders and head touch the 
cabin wall. “I don’t think I could crank up for that!” 

“Good! ‘cause I tell you, Sarge, you start that shit and 
they come out here and bang on door. I don’t want that shit 
neither.” 

“Christ! Tried to kill myself a hour or so ago and now I’m 
sitting here, snug and drinking beer, even vaguely considering 
wild Canadian women.” 

“T tell you, Sarge, you go look at fuckin sky! You do that! 


Look at trees! Look at stars! Sonabitch! And smell! For 
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Chrissakes, you smell it Sarge! You can smell inside here, 
little, even. You look every fuckin place out there. Big!” 

“T have a chord inside of me for that. I really do.” 

“Hey! Fuck woman, eat fish, laugh at bullshit story, shoot 
deer. What the fuck you want, Sarge? I kill myself, fuckin 
Cigarettes. I take pipe for stop, and more cigarettes smoke. 

Who the fuck understand nothin? So you shit up life, Sarge? Fuck 
it! Frenchy fuck up more than you are. Life ain’t that kind of 
shit anyways. Sarge..I know my English language aint so hot...” 

“No no no! Not why I’m laughing.” 

“T ain’t no smart guy, but smart enough, you know?” 

“You Know, Frenchy. The..way I felt back there at the car, 
like some raw fuckin thing ripped up right through me I’Ll never 
understand.” 

“Hey you understand fuckin enough! Assholes tell you no, 


but they’re full shit!” 


In the small cedar rowboat, Sarge rowing, the oars flashing 
up above the mist and then down to disappear. Sarge wears the 
heavy Canadian overcoat while Frenchy plays out an improvised 
drag Line which bumps a rusty juice can full of bolts and nails 


along the bottom of the lake. He pulls on a cigarette, its smoke 
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clinging to a sleeveless sweatshirt UCLA ATHLETIC DEPT. 

And thus they glide over the mist-pocketed lake, the rope 
creasing it. Frenchy staring at that silky crease until the rope 
hops, and Sarge winces. 

“Frenchy, he take look little bit,” he whispering, tossing 
his cigarette into the water, its singe. Jumps in feet first, 
the stern of the tiny boat bobbing up and down long after the 
sound of his splash dies. 

The rope sways, throwing off clouds of water, and sweeping 
the surface almost clean of mist. As Frenchy follows it down, 
Sarge loses sight of him. 

After a few moments a patch of mist to Sarge’s right hurls 
upward, followed by curved planes of icy green water and then 
the arched back of the bass. Then the white explosion as it 
leaps from the water. “Jesus!” bursts from Sarge. 

Frenchy pops up behind the boat, his voice echoing back 
from huge rocks on the island they’re drifting past. “I stop his 
sleep, Mr Bass Fish!” He swims a few feet to rest his elbow on 
the stern, his lips blue and trembling. “Is down there old 
tires, Nineteen Thirty Eight I think so. But we find Mickey... 
maybe I see something..little bit. I see long way. We find soon. 


And Frenchy, he cry like baby. I warn..Sarge. Frenchy he got no 
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shame! Not like fuckin American, excuse please Sarge.” He pushes 
the boat and Sarge rows more slowly. 

“Funny, I’m not thinking of Mickey now. When that fish 
jumped out of there it scared the shit out of me, but it forced 
me to look around more. Christ it’s so gorgeous! And all those 
pine smells! Just so completely beautiful.” 

“That’s what I tell you already I think so. And nobody tip 
Monsieur Undertaker neither! So make life! Make fuckin life! 

No bullshit!” Frenchy looks past Sarge’s bulky shoulder to check 
the approach to Sisters’ Island. When they get close enough to 
see the green-black of tree trunks under the frost, Frenchy 
tells Sarge to stop rowing. “Is near I think so. I think before 
I maybe see..shirt. From long way, so maybe yes, maybe no.” 

“T’ve never seen water this clear!” 

“Everybody like clear, but then she make fuckin cold! 

Jesus Christ!” Then the trembling Frenchy closes his eyes as if 
counting. After a few seconds he slides under. Pops up further 
behind the boat, shakes his head and dives down once more, this 
time noisily. After a minute or two he appears to Sarge’s left. 
“T come up,” he pants, “like old bass, huh Sarge? Like old 
bastard! You pull in line. Frenchy no need no more.” 


Sarge complies in a measured way, the shadow of Frenchy 
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flowing below as the heavy, streaming can finally swings into 
the side of the boat, its thumps echoing. Somewhere birds rise 
at the noise, their windbeats trailing off. Sarge stows the 
heavy can under a seat. 

And after, near silence with the tiny sounds of the water 
lapping against the boat as Sarge gently rows, the overlapping 
cries of distant loons, when Frenchy explodes upward some twenty 
feet in front of the boat, gasps and bobs. 


Holds up a bluish hand for Sarge to stop rowing. 


And some five miles to the north, with the sun weakly 
brushing a clearing, an angular brunette in a long white dress 
sketches the outline of a coxcomb in red-purple pencil. 

Beside her a young man holds other colored pencils between his 
fingers. She ask for one and he hands her a dowel. She throws it 
at his face. He pretends to cry. They giggle. Kiss, bare feet 


mingling in the cold earth. 


Frenchy is waving his arms, slapping the water, the wet 
firs floating up from the shrouded island behind him. “ALL 


right, Mickey Daddy. All right, Mickey Sergeant Daddy!” 
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Frenchy rows, shaking and crying, the sweatshirt a 
black skin. Sarge has placed his overcoat over the body, his 
t-shirt startling white, his arms red. He falls down over the 
coat, spread fingers pressing into its blanket-like cloth, and 
hums in a strident, keening way, the diffuse yellow light 
running across his back. 

Hums as though vibrations expressed from out of him would 
spread through Mickey and down through that lake, past its 
bottom rills, to the earth’s core itself and back into his 
radiating fingers. 

As if exists a reservoir of pain waiting to be touched to 
resonance. 

Frenchy has stopped rowing and bangs the water with his 
fists on either side of the boat. “Goddamn Mickey! Goddamn 
fuckin Mickey! Sonabitch bastard!” His small gray eyes are thick 
with tears and he trembles convulsively. Sarge still hums, his 
fingers down into the coat. “You get..you take..you you you take 
easy, Sarge.” 

Sarge lifts his head to say, “Thanks, Frenchy, should 
be me.” Stops humming. Thrusts his head into the fabric. 

“T love Mickey, Daddy Sarge! I love fuckin Mickey. Asshole! 


Why he good? Goddamn!” 
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And as Frenchy throws both dripping hands to his face, 
their slaps echoing over the flat lake, Sarge leans back, grasps 
his knees. Rocking. His face the pale buttery color of the light 
as Frenchy sobs more fitfully. 

Sarge in a reedy whisper, “I wish..brought...f lag.” 

“Why for? What fuckin flag, Sarge?”--Frenchy struggling 
for breath. “Is flag for God? God have flag? Mickey, he whole 
fuckin world!” 

The lake drifts under them, clouds slide above. 

The nearby island inches. 

A long absence of any sound until Sarge, into this 
mysterious calm whispers “Yes. I see. World.” 


World. 


